BANANA   ESCAPADES                          III
needle-keen thorns by the time I surmounted the top. Also
I had polled a very creditable vote of confidence from at least
a million tiny red ticks. Still the view of that magnificent
banana valley was obstructed. The trees shouldered up in a
vertical curtain of green which scarcely permitted sunlight to
come through, let alone offering any clear vision of what lay
below and beyond. So, down into the next valley, and then,
ever more laboriously, up and up the next mountain range
until at length there appeared a smoked clearing of land that
some squatter planned to sow to corn, and from this point
the undulating sea of green banana plants, orderly as a giant
Japanese garden, spread out with its toy system of railway
tracks, spurs, and branches carefully laid out through that vast
valley of farms.
Beyond the fine line of the horizon, over the curve of the
globe, the shoulder of the earth, were other valleys, equally
vast, and beyond these, others, and beyond these, still others,
the immensities multiplying, lengthening out, vaster and
vaster. The whole gigantic sweep of the tropic uplands
expanded, titanic, before the eye of the mind, flagellated with
heat, quivering, and shimmering under the sun's glowing
copper eye. All about between the horizons, the rusty green
carpet of the land unrolled itself to infinity. It was parched
with heat, cracked and warped by a merciless sun, powdered
with a fine silver dust. At long intervals, a faint breath of wind
out of the south passed slowly over the levels of the baked,
rustling farm, accentuating the silence, marking off the stillness,
stressing the ponderous heat. It seemed to exhale from the
land itself, a prolonged sigh redolent of the tropic spirit of
siesta. It was the time of siesta, and the great earth, the
mother, slept the sleep of exhaustion, the infinite repose of the
colossus, benignant, eternal, strong, the nourisher of nations,
the feeder of an entire world.
A sudden uplift, a sense of exhilaration, of physical exalta-
tion appeared abruptly to sweep me from my feet. As
from a point high above the world, I seemed to dominate
a sleeping universe, a whole order of things. Even the
buzzards seemed inert, suspended, as though they were